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Who ſnarl d at Macedon 

Delighted in wine that was g 

Becauſe in good wine there was at 
But growing as poor as a Job, 
Vnable to purchaſe a aſk, 


| He choſe for his manſion a tub, 


And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſł. 


Heraclitus would never deny 
A bumper to cheriſh his heart ; 

And when he was maudlin, would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty d his quart. 


| g, ſome are ſo fooliſh to think | 
| He —— at mens follies and vice, 


his cuſtom to drink 
Til the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Fill a bottle had heighten d his joys, 
in cups to the oracle went, 
5 — he ne er had been counted ſowile. 


e hours he moſt certainly low d, | By wine we are generous 
Made wine the delight of his life, | | "It furniſhes fancy with wings: 

Hay Xantippe would never have prov'd | Without it we ne er ſhould have been. 
Rr a ſes ſcold of i a wife, | PRI TH or a 


The Tippling Philoſophers 


if DIOGENES, ſurly and provi, 5 4 A 
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Democritus always was glad Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
To tipple, and cheriſh his ſoul; | Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, | And thought that a cup of the beſt 
When over a flowing bowl; Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine. 
"As long as his ce ar was ſtor rd, With wine he repleniſh d his veins, 
The liquor he 4 lovially quaff; And made his philoſophy reel; 
And when he was drunk as a lord, | Then fancy 'd the world like his bend: | 
At thoſe who were ſober, he'd laugh, Turn d roubd like 4 chariot e | 
Wiſe Solon, who garefully gave | Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 1 
Good laws unto Athens of old.. 4 Had been but a dunce without wine? 
And thought the rich Crcœſus a ſlaye, And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
i! (Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold. Is due to the juice of the vine, 
He delighted 1n plentiful bowls; _ His belly, as writers agree, 
Bucdrinking much talk would decline Was big as a watering „ 
| Becauſe twas the cuſtom of fools He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
To pratile much over their wine. Becaule he d have liquor — 
old Socrates ne'er was content Old Plato was reckon'd divine 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone; _ 


| But had it not been for good 


+. 


2 And to ſhewhe lov'dwine thatwas 
He tinctur d his bath with his blood, 
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rave 8 fam. d for his parts, 
Wbo tutor'd the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups or his quarts, 
Which he drank like 2 miſer at home 


To the laſt we may truly aver it, 


So fancy'd he dy'd in his claret. 


ras did filence enjoin 
is pupils, vho wiſdom would ſeek, 
Becauſe that he tippled good wine, | 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak; 
And when he was whimſical 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, _ | 
of the Juice in his crown {| 


He conceiv d tranſmigration of ſouls. | 


wine, 


His merits had r | 


